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Ivan Erickson bought the old farmhouse two summers ago. Located 
about 10 miles north of Boone, it was the perfect out-of-the-way place for 
him and his girlfriend, Sarah Lynn, to have privacy. The only person the cou-
ple ever really saw with any regularity was his closest neighbor, from whom 
Ivan had bought the house. It was an ordinary property save one thing: a 
small canvas-covered greenhouse on the north side of the home, hidden 
from the road by a tall fence. It was here that Ivan grew his marijuana. 
Well, grew some of his marijuana-the biggest plants, each able to 
yield six to eight ounces per crop. The rest he grew in the cellar, one of 
the bedrooms, and the porch closet. Bags of fertilizer, empty cardboard 
shipping boxes, growing lights, tubes, hoses, water pumps, bongs, vapor-
izers and, of course, ready-to-smoke marijuana were strewn about the 
other rooms of the house. Ivan was running a serious pot farm. 
The operation was a work in progress. Ivan had begun with just a few 
tiny plants soon after he bought the house in June 2003. Now there were 
hundreds of them-some infantile sprouts, others as large as shrubs. 
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Recently, he had begun growing a small amount of psychedelic mush-
rooms, as well processing hashish. 
Ivan planned everything. He was deliberate, calculating. He studied 
books and Web sites to learn horticulture. He ordered the highest-quali-
ty seeds from Europe and had them shipped to his house. He used com-
plex water filters and timers. Swarms of Asian beetles flocked around the 
special growing lights he purchased from horticulture sites on the Web. 
In the greenhouse, fans circulated the air, while kerosene heaters kept the 
plants growing at the right temperature. There was the watering system, 
the 14 growing stations, the carbon dioxide generator. And it was all 
wired through a timer system to an electronic control panel Ivan used to 
run the operation with a flip of a 
switch. 
And all this while still going to 
school full time. Along with Sarah, 
who was also a student at the time, 
he made the long drive from the 
farmhouse to class every day. He 
was an active member in the com-
puter science club. But his favorite 
was paintball. He excelled at it, 
making the roster of the nationally 
competitive Iowa State club team. 
It was his passion. 
But as the days passed, the 
growing operation took up more 
and more of his time, and soon it 
had replaced paintball. In fact, it 
replaced most things in Ivan's life. 
After the fall semester, Ivan decid-
ed to quit school. He'd become dis-
illusioned at Iowa State and won-
dered if getting a degree was the 
best way to make money. The 
growing operation proved to him 
that he could generate funds with-
out it-Ivan had sold between 
eight and 10 pounds of his crop and 
had made several thousand dollars 
since he started. His plan now was to use the profits from the marijuana 
sales to start up several computer-based businesses that would build cap-
ital toward his ultimate goal: to organize his own society of like-minded 
people. Ivan wanted to create a utopia. Escaping mainstream society was 
an idea Ivan had been toying with for several years. But now, he believed, 
he'd discovered a way to make the dream come true. And fast. His mari-
juana was high-quality, better than most of the pot that moved through 
Ames, and there would soon be plenty of it. 
With the absence of schoolwork Ivan could care for his plants undis-
turbed. Most of his days went as such: He got out of bed around 9 a.m., 
smoked a little pot, ate an omelet, then worked on the growing operation, 
only stopping to eat supper with Sarah at 6. It was a routine he'd grown 
accustomed to, and Ivan had no reason to think October 18, 2004 would 
be any different. 
The day started out normal enough. He woke up at 9:30 and pulled 
on a pair of dirty blue jeans and a red T-shirt with "JT PAINTBALL" 
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printed across the front. His long, dark brown hair, parted down the mid-
dle, fell nearly to the shoulders of his lanky frame . He slipped his feet into 
his worn Birkenstocks, then smoked some pot to start the day off on the 
right foot. Sufficiently hungry, Ivan went downstairs to make breakfast. 
The plan for that day was to work in the cellar installing some new 
hanging lights and continuing to wallpaper the basement in Mylar paper. 
He discovered that the paper, similar to tin foil, reflected light back 
toward the plants, so he had begun hanging it in the areas of the house 
where plants were growing. Ivan finished his breakfast and walked down 
the stairs to the basement to continue the wallpapering where he'd left 
off the day before. It wasn't long before Ivan was thoroughly absorbed in 
his work. 
Around noon, a knock on the 
basement door interrupted Ivan's 
concentration. He stopped sudden-
ly and waited. Something wasn't 
quite right about this situation. 
None of his friends would drive all 
the way out before calling first to 
make sure he was home. And no 
one ever came to the door selling 
things-it was too far out of any-
one's way. Even if somebody did 
randomly stumble across Ivan's 
house, why, he wondered, would 
they knock at the door to the base-
ment instead of the front door? 
Was he about to be raided? He'd 
thought about getting busted 
before. For an instant he consid-
ered ignoring the knock. But then 
he changed his mind. He wasn't 
going to let paranoia get the better 
of him. Ivan opened the door just 
wide enough for him to squeeze 
through and stepped outside, 
quickly pulling it shut behind him. 
He turned and saw two men with 
shotguns waiting there. Now he 
really wondered what was going on. Behind the men, Ivan noticed their 
black Jeep Cherokee parked in his driveway. One of the men started say-
ing something to Ivan about pheasants. Ahh, they want to hunt in the 
fields behind the house, Ivan realized. Something about the man talking 
gave Ivan a strange feeling. He looked familiar, but at the moment Ivan 
couldn't remember where he'd met him. The man was average height, 
with a buzz cut. He wore a Carhartt jacket and jeans. 
"Well, uh, actually no, I can't give you permission to hunt there," 
Ivan said, referring to the acreage surrounding his farmhouse-most of 
which still belonged to his neighbor. "Because I don't own that land," he 
said. "You'll have to talk to the guy who does." Ivan pointed the men in 
the direction of the neighbor's house. 
"Oh, thanks anyway," said the man with the buzz cut. Ivan watched 
them turn to walk back to the Jeep before he reopened the door. 
Back in the safety of the basement, Ivan suddenly remembered how 
he knew the man: it was last fall. He had come to the house asking to 
hunt. Ivan wondered why he would return, less than a year later, and ask 
again. Didn't he remember the house? Ivan? Or that Ivan didn't own that 
particular land? Strange, but at least they had gone away. Ivan went back 
to work. 
It was suppertime and Sarah and Ivan were in the kitchen getting 
ready for dinner. "The NewsHour With Jim Lehrer" was on the TV in the 
living room, and they listened while they waited for the chicken in the 
oven to finish cooking. At 5:40, just as the couple was sitting down for 
their baked chicken dinner, the day suddenly and violently became very 
different from any other one Ivan had ever experienced. As Sarah walked 
to the dinner table, she caught a glimpse of something through the south 
living room window. It was at this moment that Sarah's lips parted, but 
before she could tell Ivan there was a sheriff's car in the driveway, men 
with guns drawn smashed through every doorway and encircled Ivan and 
Sarah. The man with the buzz cut, the one who'd asked permission to 
hunt earlier that afternoon, burst through the kitchen door and pointed a 
9 millimeter at Ivan's chest. "GET DOWN ON THE GROUND!" he 
shouted at Ivan. He was a cop with a warrant. And Ivan was busted. 
Ivan and Sarah did as they were told. One team of cops ran up the 
stairs to secure the rest of the house, while the other officers from the 
Central Iowa Drug Task Force handcuffed Ivan and Sarah. Confident the 
house was secure, and after searching the couple, the cops moved them 
to the couch in the living room. Then the officers began ransacking. As 
cops moved from room to room collecting evidence, Ivan and Sarah qui-
etly watched as their house was torn apart. Boone County Deputy Sheriff 
Chuck Moore walked over to where Ivan was sitting, leaned in, and 
asked, "Will you waive your rights to talk to a lawyer?" 
"Yes," said Ivan. He knew he'd been caught red-handed. 
"Good. Now, do you want to tell us about this manufacturing?" That 
word, "manufacturing," made Ivan think twice about talking. It was a 
word he'd heard cops use before, most often followed by "methampheta-
mines." For all Ivan knew, the cops thought the house was one giant 
meth lab. And he didn't want to be fingered for any cold medicine in the 
bathroom cabinet or ammonia under the kitchen sink. 
Ivan decided to play it safe. "I don't know what you're talking about," 
he said. 
Deputy Sheriff Moore just turned and walked away. It didn't matter 
what Ivan said or didn't say. They had a warrant. And the cops already 
knew they'd find a lot of marijuana-they'd been building a case against 
Ivan for almost a year. According to a sworn affidavit by Deputy Sheriff 
Moore, he'd been receiving updates about Ivan's activities from an 
informant since Ivan had bought the house. The informant told Deputy 
Sheriff Moore that Ivan "had moved into the residence with an unknown 
female," that neither Ivan nor the woman worked but went to school, 
that they had carried plastic tubing from their cars into the house, and 
that the lights were on in the house all day and night. But that informa-
tion alone wasn't enough for a judge to issue a warrant. 
The info the cops needed came two weeks before the bust. Deputy 
Sheriff Moore wrote in the signed affidavit used to obtain the warrant, 
"Within the last ten days CI [confidential informant] #l advised me that 
CI#l and another subject were at the residence and that Erickson had 
built a high fence around an area north of the residence and inside the 
fenced area was a greenhouse made of canvas. CI#l stated that he was 
with another subject and they had lifted one end of the canvas and looked 
into the greenhouse. CI#l stated that as they looked into the greenhouse 
they detected a strong odor of marijuana and they observed numerous 
marijuana plants growing in the greenhouse." 
Deputy Sheriff Moore continued, "I contacted Officers Bunn and 
Brinkley of the Central Iowa Drug Task Force and advised them of the 
information that I had received from CI#l. Bunn and Brinkley then drove 
to the residence to gather intelligence. Officer Brinkley approached the 
residence and made contact with Erickson, who had been in the base-
ment when he was approached. As Erickson exited the basement, 
Brinkley observed tin foil on the basement walls." 
Also in the affidavit was Ivan's criminal record. It had only one line of 
text: ERICKSON, ARRESTED 06/30/00 POSS OF MARIJUANA, CON-
VICTED 09/29/00. Four years earlier, Ivan had been busted for possession 
in Cedar Falls, his hometown, and had received a deferred judgment. 
But it was the statement from the informant, along with the testimo-
ny of Officer Brinkley, the man with the buzz cut who'd posed as a pheas-
ant hunter just hours before the raid, that gave enough probable cause for 
the warrant which was now being served. 
Back inside the house, the cops were taking inventory of everything 
they seized, a list that would eventually become five pages long. They 
found loose marijuana in plastic tubs, cardboard boxes, and l-gallon jars . 
"Everywhere we looked there was marijuana-the front porch, the back 
porch, the living room, the bedroom, the kitchen, the bathroom, 
upstairs," one officer at the scene told reporters. The cops also took Ivan's 
computers, his file cabinet, and $1,404 in cash. In all, the police docu-
mented 207 marijuana plants on the property. Members of the task force 
told reporters that Ivan's setup was one of the largest and most sophisti-
cated marijuana growing operations they'd ever seen. 
Before they led Ivan and Sarah out of the house and into an SUV 
parked in the driveway, a female officer escorted Sarah to the bathroom 
so she could pee. And since they would not have a chance to eat their 
chicken dinner, the officers let Sarah take with her a handful of cookies, 
which she held in her cuffed hands behind her back. The SUV took the 
couple down the road to a water tower, which the task force had used as 
a staging area, where other officers were waiting. There were several 
squad cars, as well as other unmarked vehicles the cops would use to 
transport the evidence to Boone. Ivan and Sarah were transferred from the 
SUV to a squad car. 
During the high-speed ride to the Boone County Jail, Ivan and Sarah 
whispered to each other. They both knew it would be a long time before 
they would speak again. "Don't say anything," Ivan told her. Sarah start-
ed to cry. 
The Boone County Jail was a cold, barren place. The interior cin-
derblock walls were painted such a diluted color, it seemed to the 
inmates there was no color at all. The holding cells did not have bars but 
doors with narrow shatterproof glass windows. Some of the doors had a 
small metal slit, cut just below the window, used to slide meal trays in 
and out three times a day. Steel bunk beds, lined with thin foam mats 
used as mattresses, were bolted to the floors. Cold concrete benches 
extended from the walls in most of the cells. 
It was on a bench like this that Ivan now sat, still wearing his red T-
shirt and dirty blue jeans. He was alone in his holding cell, waiting. Sarah 
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was in a similar cell on the opposite side of a hallway, but because the 
cells did not face each other, the couple could not communicate. But Ivan 
could hear her sobs, and the sound of her gasps hurt his heart. He knew 
it would be a long time before he'd see Sarah again. 
Ivan was calm, a bit numb but composed nevertheless. He'd prepared 
himself for this moment. Recently, the operation had gotten so large, get-
ting busted was something that was, with growing frequency, finding its 
way into Ivan's thoughts. And no matter how hard he tried to ignore the 
idea, it was something he'd been forced to at least consider. Ivan had cal-
culated the risks. He realized the dangers inherent in running such a large 
operation. 
But it was worth it, Ivan had thought months ago when he started his 
first seedlings. If he could just grow the pot for a little while, he could 
make enough cash to start the utopia. And then he'd finally be able to 
escape and leave all the "bullshit of mainstream society" behind. 
Now, trapped in a jail cell, the dream was on hold, if not lost altogeth-
er. And although Ivan was coping well, Sarah was not. Her tears in the squad 
car had turned to sobs. By the time they got to the jail, she was hysterical. 
Unable to calm her, the jailers put Sarah on suicide watch the first night. 
It was one of the longest nights of Ivan's life. He tried to sleep on the 
foam mat covered by a thin blanket, but could not. The light in the cell 
was kept on. Ivan couldn't see any clocks through the window in the 
door, and the loss of any concept of time was disorienting. 
It was about 5 a.m., Ivan guessed, when a jailer tapped at the door and 
slid some cereal and a doughnut through the slot. He ate a little, then 
climbed back onto his mat and tried to sleep. About 8 a.m., anoth,er jailer 
came to the door, opened it, and told Ivan to step out. He was led to a room 
about 50 feet from his cell where a judge was waiting to set his bond. Ivan 
was informed of the charges: manufacturing marijuana, a Class D felony; 
manufacturing psilocybin mushrooms, a serious misdemeanor; posses-
sion of marijuana with intent to deliver, also a misdemeanor; and five 
counts of stamp tax violations, all Class D felonies. Bond was set at 
$100,000. Ten minutes later, he was back in the holding cell. 
At 10 a.m., the jailers finally let Ivan make his phone call. He called 
his parents, who'd moved to Tennessee when Ivan enrolled in college, 
and told his dad the news. He took it calmly. Ivan asked if his dad had 
enough money to post bond and get him a lawyer. "I don't know," said 
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his dad. "We'll call you later." Ivan went back to the cell, knowing it'd be 
a long shot for his folks to gather that much cash. 
The jailers were waiting to see if Ivan could make bond before they 
would transfer him to a more permanent cell in one of the four pods at the 
Boone jailhouse. So Ivan sat, still wearing his street clothes, on the bench 
in the cell for most of the day. In the middle of the afternoon, a jailer once 
again came to the cell door for Ivan. This time, Ivan had a phone call. It 
was his dad. On the phone, Ivan's father told him there'd be no way to get 
the money together for the bond. Ivan would have to stay in jail. 
Disappointed but not surprised, Ivan returned to the holding cell again. 
The jailers asked him if he was going to be able to post the bond, and Ivan 
told them that he could not. So around 7 p.m., the jailers decided to formal-
ly admit Ivan to one of the pods. A jailer led Ivan to a cell across from his 
own and told him to strip naked. Ivan stepped out of his Birkenstocks, 
pulled of his jeans and T-shirt, and then removed his underwear. 
The jailer handed Ivan his new threads: black-and-white striped pants 
and a matching short-sleeved shirt. "BOONE COUNTY JAIL" was 
stamped across the back in bold orange lettering. The clothes fit poorly; 
the shirt was too short and the pants were too long. Ivan slipped his feet 
into a pair of plastic flip-flops. 
The jailer handed Ivan a bag that contained everything he would need 
during his stay: soap and shampoo, a toothbrush with no handle, and a 
small tube of toothpaste. All the toiletries bore the same logo, which read 
"Bob Barker Company, Inc." Ivan thought it strange that the game show 
host would also be in the incarceration supply business. (Actually, Bob 
Barker Company, Inc. is not owned or associated with the famed "The 
Price is Right" host. The prison-supply Bob Barker was a former state sen-
ator from North Carolina, but none of the inmates knew this.) If he want-
ed to shave, he would have to ask the jailers for a razor and then give it 
back as soon as he was finished, Ivan was told. 
Toiletries in tow, he was led down a hallway, through a series of 
locked doors, and into B Pod. The jail had four pods: A for violent offend-
ers, B for nonviolent offenders, and C and D Pods were for women and 
snitches. Each pod was a room larger than the holding cells, with more 
bolted-down bunk beds and a toilet. The door had the glass window, but 
not the meal-tray slot. There was an open ceiling through which the 
guards could look down into the pod. Three fluorescent lights and a tiny 
window lit the room. During Ivan's time in B Pod he would share the cell 
with as many as 12 men, but today there was less than half that many. 
No one paid much attention when Ivan stepped in. He found an empty 
space to sit down. B Pod would be Ivan's home for the next 84 days. 
Most of the men in B Pod were in on meth charges, either for buying, 
selling, manufacturing, or possessing. And meth was the main topic of 
conversation. During his stint, Ivan learned four different ways to make 
it. The meth guys loved to tell stories. 
Most of the men never stayed more than a few days. They either post-
ed bond, pleaded out, or went to court. However, whenever more than 
five or six men were in, cliques formed: meth junkies, skinhead white 
racists, and blacks. And then there were the loners, guys like Ivan who 
kept to themselves. 
After a few days, Ivan had adjusted to the jailhouse routine. Breakfast 
at 5:30, then an hour or so reading the "Left Behind" series. (When the 
jailers felt like it, they'd bring a book cart around. Ivan read two or three 
hours a day.) Then Ivan went back to bed and slept until lunch. 
From ll a.m. until about 2 p.m., Ivan liked to watch a beam of sun-
light move across the pod floor. After lunch, the inmates were allowed to 
go to the dayroom, a large room across from B Pod where inmates could 
socialize. There were three stainless steel picnic tables bolted to the floor 
where the prisoners played spades. A camera mounted to the wall in one 
comer monitored the men. Opposite the camera were two pay phones. 
Inmates could purchase calling cards from the commissary, as well as 
more toiletries, courtesy of Bob Barker. The inmates used these products 
in the shower room, a space the size of a holding cell cut into the wall 
next to the phones. The room had several showerheads, but there was no 
door to separate the space from the rest of the dayroom. Above the show-
er room was a TY, which was constantly on. Loudly. "COPS" was the 
pod's favorite show. 
During the afternoons in the dayroom, everyone got along. The bar-
riers of the cliques melted away, and the inmates spent their time togeth-
er playing cards, watching TV, playing chess, or talking. In such a lonely 
place, many unlikely friendships developed. 
Ivan's first friend was a black self-proclaimed pimp from Des Moines 
named Mike. Ivan and Mike spent a lot of time playing chess and talking 
about their lives outside of jail. Mike was average height, with short hair, 
a mustache, and a 5 o'clock shadow. He claimed to have three hoes and 
an estranged wife. Mike was in for possession of marijuana. 
When Ivan wasn't listening to Mike complain about his wife, he 
played spades or walked in circles around the picnic tables to get some 
exercise. As he walked, his sandals made a loud click-clack sound that 
echoed off the cinderblock walls. This annoyed the other inmates very 
much, and several times people threatened to kill him if he didn't stop. 
But that was about as violent as it got in B Pod. The men even liked to 
share Skittles, which were available for purchase from the commissary. 
Ivan met with his lawyer, in the same room that he saw judge, once 
during his first week. She was a friend of his parents' friends. They sat 
down at a table in the room and formulated a plan. Based on the informa-
tion in Deputy Sheriff Moore's affidavit, Ivan believed his neighbor was 
the informant who'd walked onto the property and looked into the green-
house. And because the informant had been giving Deputy Sheriff Moore 
tips for over a year, Ivan believed he was acting as a government agent 
and had illegally trespassed on his property. Therefore, Ivan decided to 
fight the charges. After the meeting, Ivan was taken back to B Pod to 
await trial. 
As the weeks passed and inmates came and went, the monotony 
wore on Ivan. After about a month, Ivan had been in longer than anyone 
else in his pod. He was bored. He began doing sit-ups in his cell at night 
just to get tired enough to fall asleep. Ivan missed Sarah. Her parents had 
posted her bond when it was reduced from $25,000 to $10,000. She had 
moved to Minneapolis to attend dog-grooming school for her new job at 
a pet-supply retailer, and Ivan hadn't seen her in weeks. They'd been a 
couple for more than a year and a half now, having lived together for a 
short time in Ames before Ivan had bought the house. He had first met 
Sarah when they shared a ride home to Cedar Falls on a break from class-
es. She smoked pot too, and the couple quickly developed a strong friend-
ship. Ivan wondered now if she was doing OK. He wondered about all his 
friends on the outside. 
Inside the pod, Ivan had only a few close friends. Perhaps his best was 
a man everyone called Chalin. In his mid-40s, Chalin was tall, with long, 
wild white hair. He had bright brown eyes, and when he smiled, which 
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he did often, you could see he was missing his right front tooth. Chalin 
told Ivan he was serving time for not paying child support and for an OWl 
charge. Ivan had known Chalin's uncle, who'd been in the jailhouse a few 
weeks earlier. The uncle was a loudmouth, Ivan thought, and a homo-
phobe. Ivan had seen him have a heart attack one day in the pod. The jail-
ers took him away, and Ivan never saw him again. But now the uncle was 
at least something he and Chalin had in common. 
On the weekends, the men of B Pod watched football together in the 
dayroom. They liked to place bets on the games, but because nobody had 
any money, pushups were the currency. Chalin claimed to still be able to 
do 100, and he often placed outrageous pushup bets. Ivan liked him. 
Chalin taught Ivan to play hearts, which became his favorite card game. 
In exchange, Ivan helped Chalin write letters to judges. Ivan was usually 
the most educated person in the jailhouse, o ometimes inmates asked 
him for writing help. 
Then one day Ivan received a letter of his own from the Boone 
County District Attorney's office offering a deal. If Ivan would plead 
guilty to the some of the charges, they would drop the rest and recom-
mend no jail time. He didn't know what to think. There had been talk in 
the pod that the feds could come after him even if he skirted the charges 
in Iowa. Ivan decided to take the plea. He called his lawyer. 
On January 10, 2005, Ivan was led from the county jail across the 
street to the Boone County Courthouse to plead guilty. Ivan was in a 
happy mood. He's spent the day playing cards with the inmates and dis-
cussing his chances of being released that day. Ron, one of the guards, 
came by the pod that afternoon. Ivan hoped Ron had come for him. 
Ron, a huge man with a ruddy face, cuffed Ivan's hands behind his back 
and led him through the locked security doors and down the hall. It was a 
cold day, windy and overcast. The cold wind tore through Ivan's thin jail-
house clothes. The air and openness seemed unfamiliar, bizarre. Ron and 
Ivan entered the courthouse through a side door and went up an elevator to 
the third floor. They entered the courtroom, and Ivan sat down at the 
defense table. Ron took the cuffs off. Five minutes later, the judge entered 
the courtroom, and after some formalities, the judge addressed Ivan. 
"Do you understand the conditions of your plea?" he asked Ivan. 
"Yes," Ivan said. 
"Very well then, you are released." 
It had all happened so quickly. It took a moment to sink in. Ivan was 
getting out of jail. 
The lawyers stood, and Ron walked over to Ivan and put the cuffs 
back on. His lawyer told him to stay in touch, and before he knew it, Ivan 
was led into the elevator, out of the courthouse, and back to B Pod. He 
grabbed a calling card for the phone in the dayroom. Ivan finally had a 
chance to use the phone, so he called Dan, his friend from the paintball 
club, to ask him if he would come pick him up. It was his last card, and 
time was running out. The operator popped in and warned there was only 
a minute left. Ivan wished Dan would hurry up and answer. Finally he 
did, and after exchanging short pleasantries, Ivan got to the point and 
asked him for a ride. But before Dan could say yes or no, they were cut 
off. The card had run out of time. Damn! He could only hope Dan was 
coming to get him. 
Ivan started his goodbyes. Most inmates politely said farewell, but 
they really didn't care he was leaving. In the jailhouse, people come and 
go and the extent of most of the relationships was a shared "knowing 
glance." But Chalin was different. Chalin offered Ivan a few words of 
advice: "Your last entrepreneurial venture may not have gone so well, 
but don't give up. You've got a good head on your shoulders." Ivan 
thanked him, and then it was time to go. Ron took Ivan to the holding 
cell where he'd been strip searched and returned his clothes. He happily 
slid back into the red shirt and jeans he hadn't seen in 84 days. The 
denim felt foreign, but wonderful. The Birkenstocks felt even better. Ivan 
filled out some paperwork, and then he was free . Ron shouted "good 
luck" to Ivan as he walked out the jailhouse door. 
Luckily, Dan was waiting for him in a blue Chevy SlO pickup. Ivan 
climbed in with a smile. Ivan didn't want to go back his house, so the 
friends drove to Dan's place in Ames. For a few hours, Ivan just sat on the 
couch and enjoyed his freedom. Around dinnertime, Dan took Ivan back 
to the old farmhouse. Ivan let himself in and kicked through all the trash 
on the floor to get to his bedroom. In the three months the house was 
abandoned, mice had taken over. Cereal was spilled all over the kitchen. 
The cops had trashed the place looking for evidence, and most of ~van's 
remaining possessions were on the floor. Ivan hurried to pack a bag. He 
was headed to Minneapolis. 
Ivan arrived at Sarah's hotel room late that night. When he first saw 
her, it was almost awkward. They hadn't seen each other in so long. But 
finally they hugged. Then laughed. They made love that night for the 
first time in more than three months. And as they lie in bed afterward, 
Ivan felt normal-he remembered what it felt like to be himself. He drift-
ed off with a smile on his face and slept a very long time. e 
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